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Mibu

IT is not always easy, when travelling, to know
when you have had enough. The more you travel,
the greater courage you acquire to stop at the right
moment, to eschew an additional sight or expedition,
and to do nothing for an afternoon except enjoy the
air.

I was returning to Kyoto from Nara. The day was
beginning to give warning of its approaching death;
its gentler pulse and the hush of its imperceptible
decline reached and penetrated me. I no longer felt
the energy or eagerness to fill my last hours in Kyoto
as I had planned. I watched the sky gleam and the
thatched roofs grow gold as the defeated sun glanced
upon them in his fall. His light caught die profile and
the black swan-breast of oiled hair above the forehead
of the Japanese girl sitting between me and the
window. It darted into the pupils of her bright eyes,
she jerked her head away, and caught me, flagrante,
staring at her* Staring in Japan is a rule rather than
an exception, but my European guilt had not been
left in Europe, and I tried to cover my confusion with